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The Ontio, My Childhood Mountain 


| wander among summer-dried grasses 
that brush against my young, bare legs 
jump lightly over sun-baked rocks 
pause to observe a beetle resting 

on a brilliant orange paintbrush. 


Steadily, | meander up the mountainside 
turning westward to watch the setting sun 
orange, gold, and vibrant hues of red 
morph into deep purples, evening gray. 


Here, from my mountain, serene and secure 
| view my town, my river, my world 

trees nestled in the valley 

steeples keeping vigil 

over rooftops barely showing 

and streets | know so well 

peaceful river gently flowing 

nearby hills encircling all. 


Yet, even now, while gazing outward 
inner dreams begin to stir 
vague, restless in stillness 
a longing for something yet unknown. 


To go beyond, to go beyond my town 
beyond my mountain, my world 
to go beyond my self. 


Observing the Mountain 


| know how the mountain 
crumbles, tumbles downward 
pulling away from its former self 
stone by stone, layer by layer 
until it is transformed 

into something new. 


It is no longer 

the young mountain 
rough and sharp-edged 
but a rounder, softer one 
carrying an ancient shape 
full of history and stories. 


Hills of Home 


Leaving Woodstock, land of dreamers 

place of higher mountains, westward | go 

to the smaller, rounded foothills of the Catskills. 
| am going home. 


Curves and turns, ups and downs along the way 
surrounding hills, ancient hollowed out valleys 
narrow, but not confining, an open sky. 

| am returning home. 


Familiar scenes of childhood 
cows standing in fields of green 
smells of freshly mowed hay 
wild flowers in full bloom. 


Sounds of rustling leaves 
dancing in a momentary breeze 
sharp calls from a distant crow 
bark of a neighbor's dog. 
Home, my body knows. 


Coming Home 


Oh, how much I enjoy coming home. 
To walk the streets of my childhood 
remembering games we used to play 
secret places we cherished then 

the freedom we felt in a town 

that was as familiar as our own house. 


To breathe in fragrances of the earth 
a combination of plants, trees and life 
unique to this small place in the world 
smells that suddenly bring me back 
to events forgotten for many years. 


To view the hills and realize now 
that one may turn in a circle 
and see hills in every direction 
these hills that provide beauty — 
as they change season by season 
day by day, moment by moment. 


To taste the fruits and vegetables 
grown nearby, blackberries by the field 
Strawberries earlier and apples later 
the first lettuce in my garden 

tomatoes ripening one by one 

corn picked and thrown straight 

into a pot of boiling water. 

These are thoughts of home. 


The Library 


| enter the library 
in the middle of town. 


Suddenly, time loses all meaning 
| am 5 years old, 
sitting in my chair in the circle 


waiting our teacher’s daily greeting. 


"Good morning, children," she smiles. 
My mouth opens as if to respond, 


“Good morning, teacher.” 


Slowly my mouth closes 
and | return to the present with 
a broader historical perspective. 


This building, the Community House, 
has lived up to its name over the years 
a meeting place, a temporary first grade 
and now the library and village offices. 


The Hills Join Hands 


The hills join hands beneath the earth 
and circle the valley in a dance 
that holds the still point. 


Smell the Earth 


Smell the earth 

sense its perfume on your body 
savor its flavor on your tongue 
capture it in your soul. 


You may wander near or far 
but you can never be lost 
when you know place by smell. 


Contours of the Land 


| want to feel the contours of the land 
as if they are part of my physical body. 


Slopes on connecting hills 
outcroppings of craggy rocks 

rise and fall of open fields 
depressions creating ponds and lakes 
crevices where spring waters flow. 


As | pass over the land 
I want to claim it in my body 
as if | am the land itself. 
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Geographical Concepts 


The Atlantic Ocean is immense, 
over its waters the 

skyline fades into infinity 

while its ever-present waves 
rush close around my feet 

and its vastness speaks to me, 


"Everything is possible. 
Dreams are reachable." 


Otsego Lake is grand, 
surrounded by hills 

as far as one can see 
and in its stately majesty 
it whispers, 


"You are cared for 
in all of your being." 


Carr's Creek is small, 

it winds its way through 

valleys and farmlands 

to reach the Susquehanna River 
and it echoes back, 


"Life is an adventure 
always changing. 


Go with the flow.” 


Susquehanna River 


Susquehanna River 
sheltered in the belly 

of Otsego Lake 

held gently in the valley 
of surrounding hills. 


A time to birth arrives, 
the lake consents 

a river emerges 

to go forth on its own. 


Wandering the hills 
of Upstate New York 
it gathers energy 
from unnumbered streamlets, 
crosses into Pennsylvania, 
gaining momentum as it cuts 
through ancient mountains. 


Meandering, the river matures 


reaches fullness 

in the Bay of Chesapeake 
finds consummation 

in the Ocean Atlantic. 


A river life well-lived. 
Susquehanna. 
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So Move Our Lives 


As the sparkling, lively creek 
rushes over stones 

noisily pursuing its travels 
on its winding path 

to join the river, 


As the seemingly quiet river 
gently flows between its boundaries 
sometimes narrow and swift 
sometimes wider and slower 
constantly moving toward the ocean, 


So move our lives 

joyously, noisily, speedily 
slowly, quietly, continuously 
to merge with the Oneness 
of the Great Ocean. 
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As the Earth Begins to Unwrap 


As the earth begins to 
unwrap its winter robe 

and give forth colors 

of mahogany, lime and yellow 
so loose | my rested soul 
from its winter solitude 

to stretch out toward 

the vibrance of spring. 
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Photograph Spring 


Take photograph after photograph 

of trees opening their leaves to spring 
each with its own pure color 

yellow, lemon-green, maize, mahogany. 


Capture the essence of spring 
frame it before your eyes 
hold it in your heart. 


Secure the vista intact 
as if spring would never again 
reveal herself in such beauty. 


This moment of birthing 
this moment of growing 
that cannot be held back 
by any one photographer 
by any one dreamer. 
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A Symphony of Colors 


A world once brown and gray 
overnight sprouts a symphony of colors. 


The morning sun rises over hillsides 
to reveal purple and rust of budding trees. 


Daffodils sing their yellow song 
while pink crocuses join the chorus. 


Blue and beige barn swallows 
swoop into their favorite garden house. 


Johnny-Jump-Ups line the driveway's edge 
colorful smiles on cherubic faces. 


The radiant lime green grass whispers 
love notes to a sleepy lawn mower. 


The curtain of winter is lifted. 
Spring theatre begins. 
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May Morn 


Tulips kiss rain 
forget-me-nots hug earth 
lilacs offer perfume 
dandelions mirror sun 
birds perform arias. 


Nature's love song 
holds me entranced 
this early May morn. 
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Bird Watching 


Churling, chirping 
flitting, fluttering. 


Morning mating rituals 
among newly northern birds 
recently returning 

from warmer winter worlds. 
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Swallows 


The threesome tumble out 

of their small wooden house 
awkwardly bumping each other 
- until two gather energy 

spread their new-found wings 
fly gracefully toward the sky. 


Their sibling, less confident of flight 
waits momentarily on their roof 
- before testing his chances. 


All morning the young swallows 
set forth and return home 
as they practice their pending freedom. 


Soon they are ready to leave. 
This time with certainty. 
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That No See'um 


| hear buzzing 'round my ear 

just a slight whirring sound as 

| pass by the blooming mock orange 
to water the pink peony and 

fill the bird bath with fresh water. 


Just a momentary sound 

but soon an itch, then 

from the redness and swelling 
in the exact spot, | recognize 
the touch of the No See'um. 
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Welcome Summer 


Farmers are making their second cutting 
and through my open windows 
comes the fragrance of new mown hay. 


In the back yard peonies are in full bloom 
blending their perfume with the blue irises 
and mock orange buds unfolding. 


Lupines in various shades of pink and purple 
stand tall in the small flower garden. 
Dandelions’ golden blossoms have transformed 
into delicate white wisps floating through space. 


Songs of birds fill the air, barn swallows 
returned to their homes near the garden 
zoom through the back field catching bugs. 


Humming birds pause on the clothesline 
then rush to their feeder nearby. 


Today is solstice, the Strawberry Full Moon 
will rise this evening to welcome summer 
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A Week in the Hayfield 


On Sunday 
the second cutting 
of the field by my house. 


On Monday 
the turning and lifting 
of the new mown hay. 


On Tuesday 
the gathering into rows 
for bundle-making and taking. 


On Wednesday 
the rain falling 
on a pale yellow field. 


On Thursday 
the sun hot all day 
on stubbles of grass. 


On Friday 
the field as green as lawn 
with lingering wisps of gold. 


On Saturday 


a third cutting 
in the making. 
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Carr's Creek 


Carr's creek now peaceful 
makes its way to the river 
babbling on, unhurried, 
having left behind all memories 
of its raucous path in March 
when it tumbled forward 
fuming and foaming 

carrying melted snow 

from hilltop heights 

tearing at its banks 
engaging unsuspecting trees 
without a care for the future. 
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A Secret Hiding Place 


Today | found a secret hiding place 
in the far end of the field 

beyond sight of the house 

an entrance to a magic realm 
overlooking the gurgling stream 
and the patch of trees beyond. 


To enter, just lift the pine branch 

and slip behind its green 

there you will discover 

the dank smell of forest 

large, ancient rocks to sit on 

a mossy ledge to explore 

a secret place to observe nature 

to adventure into the unknown 

to dream unhurried by outside worlds. 
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Driving Over Crane Hill 


Driving over Crane Hill 

as dusk is settling in 

| turn off the air conditioner 
and roll down the windows. 


Sounds of cicadas rise and fall 
as the car passes open fields 
to wooded lands above. 


Aromas of wildflowers perfume the air 
delicate bouquets continuously change. 


Evening breezes are refreshingly cooler 
as the crest of the road is reached. 


Here an expansive valley stretches forth 
farmlands, river, and mountains beyond 
revealed in twilight's magic glow. 


“Hold these moments in your memory," 
says a voice within. "Then 

in December when the air is frigid 

and Crane Hill is covered with snow 
you may feel again the beauty 

of this warm summer night." 
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Sunrise 


| wake this morning 

and watch the sun 

rise over the eastern hill 
arriving a little later 

and a little farther south 
than yesterday. 


24 


Where Has the Time Gone? 


Where has the time gone? 

Corn stands tall in the fields now 

their amber tassels bend with the breeze 
chicory blooms at the roadside 

bringing blue of sky to their small world 
a hint of fall is in the air. 


Where has the time gone? 

Summer has dissolved into the past 
disappeared into a memory of 
daydreams, laughter, friendship 

solitude in deep woods, backyard picnics 
books that asked to be read and enjoyed 
adventures with friends both new and old 
berry picking, garden tending 

new recipes for earth's bounty. 


Summer is ending and 
my wistful heart repeats, 
"Where has the time gone?" 
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High Fashion on Hillsides 


Trees on nearby hillsides 
begin their fall tradition 

they are tossing away 
delicate summer green gowns 
for darker shades of mustard 
that don't seem to work 

as they focus with envy 

on brilliant red, orange 

and yellow costumes. 


Soon they'll decide 

that none of these fashions 
are worth keeping 

and they will just go naked 
for a few months 

while dreaming 

of a fresh spring green. 
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October Morning 


Holstein heifers stand on the hillside 

wild turkeys graze across the back field 
noisy crows land on telephone wires 

a chipmunk scurries through the garden 
gray skies above with lingering fog below 
a lawn of crisp maple leaves. 


How could anyone resist this 
October morn in Upstate New York? 
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Solstice Soon 


Frigid this morning 

fourteen degrees below zero 

the sun is reluctant to leave 

the tops of these southward hills 

to ascend toward its noonday peak. 


It is intent on completing its winter journey 
to linger awhile over Peru's southern heights 


make its appearance at Machu Picchu’s Sacred Rock. 


Only then, will it reverse its course and 
days become longer in our northern world | 
but for one last week we must be satisfied 
with darkness more than light. 
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My Sepia Day 


Sepia 
not quite black and white. 


Maples on the hill 
stand brown 
over winter white. 


Fence posts 
a silver sheen. 


The road now beige 
with sand and dirt. 


Sky a simple gray 
reflecting on the snow. 


No other colors 


all is quiet 
Sepia day. 
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Diamonds 


The wealth of nature 
greeted me this morning 

in my own back yard 

as the sun 

boasting of beauty 

saw his reflection 

in sparkling diamonds 
resting on new fallen snow. 
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Wind Chases Snowflakes 


Wind chases snowflakes 
across the back field 
shadows of white 
appearing and vanishing. 
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Woods of Lace 


Soft beneath 

the white of snow 

the nearby woods appear 
as delicately fashioned 
pieces of lace. 
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Winter 


| dream of winter 
long for the solitude 
| imagine it will bring. 


Here, sheltered from the outside world 
like a bear in hibernation 

| will find quietness, rest from 

the busy-ness of long summer days 
the flurry of gathering harvest. 


Here, living with long shadows 

and darkness more than day 

| will breathe in the void 

come face to face with myself 
remember that which I have forgotten 
perceive my vision with clearer eyes 
find renewal and return anew to spring. 


So winter comes 

days are dark, nights are long 

the snow is peaceful, the winds are harsh 
| bask in solitude, engage in projects. 


Then, one mid-winter morning 

a different image begins to emerge. 
Enough snow! Enough wind! 
Enough solitude! 

It's time for sunshine. 
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Remembering Winter 


Softly winter spins her final magic 
fashioning a tapestry of lace 

with newly fallen snow 

on budding branches. 

She wants to be 

remembered for beauty. 


But soon the warming sun 
unravels each pattern 

and they become liquid diamonds 
dropping to the welcoming earth. 
Spring will have her way now. 
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These Hills 


| do not want to leave these hills 

| want to see the buds grow fat on trees now bare 
the first spring leaves and open fields of green 
sun warming earth and overhead the sky so blue. 


| do not want to leave these hills 

| want to spend long days in outdoor living 

enjoy abundance of family gardens 

observe summer gradually evolve into August 
goldenrod replacing daisies, chicory instead of violets 
the last hay gathered from amber fields. 


| do not want to leave these encircling hills 

| want to be here to feel the first early morning chill 
the breath of frost before my face, to follow 
deepening shades of purple vines beside the road 
sugar maples flaunting their new bold yellows 
vibrant reds and orange emerging on every horizon 
valleys ablaze in the noonday sun. 


| do not want to leave these steadfast hills 

| want to stay to see the silver browns of woodlands 
deep gray-blue clouds filled with pending snow 
landscape contours and rock outcroppings revealed 
by winter's white now blanketing the barren earth 
reminding us to rest and wait for spring to come. 
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More is Required 


This land | love 
has nourished me 
throughout my life 
in my body, in my imagination. 
| give thanks, 
yet more is required. 
| must ask myself, 


What, is my responsibility 
to this land today 
to protect its fresh air 
to maintain its clean water 
to assure its bountiful foods 
to hold its natural beauty 
to nourish its caring community? 


What is my ongoing obligation 
to all that has given me life 
to those who've gone before 
those now living and yet to come 
for whom this land is life? 


These questions seek answers 
and positive action each new day. 
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Alicia Pagano, Ed.D. is an international author and 
watercolorist whose work indicates a deep love and 
understanding of nature. Hills Join Hands, gives voice to 
the strengths and beauty of Upstate New York where she 
grew up and returned to live. While she continues to travel 
and spends time in New York City, she affirms these hills as 
home. Issues relating to the care of our earth which 
provides air, water, and food to sustain life are a special 
concern for her at this time. Wander Spirit and A Leaf Falls 
are two earlier poetry books. 
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